YAWLING FISHWIVES

called Le Taudis or The Hovel, and it was there that her
guests had taken refuge from the smoky chimneys of Bellevue.
She tried not to appear as if she were hurrying down the
avenue of sepulchral yews, lest some servant peering from an
attic window suspect the cause of her agitation, and start
some malevolent chatter in the kitchens. The cedars, mute of
bird or whispering wind, stretched out their boughs in a
yawning melancholy. No sunset drenched their branches, but
only the -cold, relentless drizzle. The silence, lacking either
the balm of the closing year or the sweet peace which comes
after rain, seemed rather the hush in a haunted house before
some deed of horror. A solitary iron-grey streak in the west
lit up the face of Pompadour, the faded, tired complexion
nearly smothered under its mask of white and red. Her
enemies said that her birdlike vivacity was now a grimace:
one could only recognize her by her large, fine eyes; they
wore a look of tragedy.

The fishwives had been yawling:

La gorge molle etfanee,
Le bras maigre et decharne,
Les doigtsfaits en araignee,
Et le venire enfalbala^
La cuisseplatte et menue^
Lajambe d'une venue,
Que termine unpieddegrue
Le belobjet que votta.
Hi! Ju! W Ha! Ha! Ha!

A rook cawing at her approach made the demoniac laugh-
ter of these harridans reverberate in her ears. She drew her
cloak more closely around her and glanced furtively on either
side. "Tis true,' she murmured, cmy beauty is faded. My
name will be forgotten. What can I do to escape this terrible
oblivion?*
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